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" Through my long-battered eyes
Whole armies of thy beauties entered in :
And there long since, love, thy lieutenant lies."

(No. 36.)

Stella can weep over tales of unhappy lovers she
has never known. Perhaps if she could think his case
a fable, she might learn to pity him :

" Then think, my dear, that you in me do read
Of lover's ruin some thrice-sad tragedy.
I am not I ; pity the tale of me!"               (No. 45.)

He entreats her not to shun his presence or withdraw
the heaven's light of her eyes :

" Soul's joy, bend not those morning stars from me,
Where virtue is made strong by beauty's might!"

Nay, let her gaze upon him, though that splendour
should wither up his life :

<c A kind of grace it is to kill with speed."      (No. 48.)

He prays to her, as to a deity raised high above the
stress and tempest of his vigilant desires:

" Alas, if from the height of virtue's throne

Thou canst vouchsafe the influence of a thoiight
Upon a wretch that long thy grace hath sought,
Weigh then how I by tliee am overthrown!"     (No. 40.)

It is here, too, that the pathetic outcry, "my mind,
now of the basest," now (that is) of the lowest and
most humbled, is forced from him. Then, returning to
the theme of Stella's unconquerable virtue, he calls her
eyes

" The schools where Venus hath learned chastity."

(No. 42.)ay,
